
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Must you batter your wings in the torrent ? 

Must you plunge for life or death through the foam ? 



THE PINE AT TIMBER-LINE 

What has bent you, 
Warped and twisted you, 
Torn and crippled you? — 
What has embittered you, 
O lonely tree ? 

You search the rocks for a footing, 

dragging scrawny roots ; 
You bare your thin breast to the storms, 

and fling out wild arms behind you ; 
You throw back your witch-like head, 

with wisps of hair stringing the wind. 

You fight with the snows, 

You rail and shriek at the tempests. 

Old before your time, you challenge the cold stars. 

Be still, be satisfied ! 

Stand straight like your brothers in the valley, 

The soft green valley of summer down below. 
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The Pine at Timber-Line 



Why front the endless winter of the peak? 
Why seize the lightning in your riven hands ? 
Why cut the driven wind and shriek aloud ? 

Why tarry here? 



A LADY OF THE SNOWS 

The mountain hemlock droops her lacy branches 
Oh, so tenderly 

In the summer sun! 
Yet she has power to baffle avalanches — 
She, rising slenderly 
Where the rivers run. 

So pliant yet so powerful ! Oh, see her 
Spread alluringly 

Her thin sea-green dress ! 
Now from white winter's thrall the sun would free her 
To bloom unenduringly 
In his glad caress. 
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